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EDGAR ALLAN POE.
and Graham, had already come to his defense; and since then many others of Ins acquaintances Have come forward from time to time to tell whatever good they knew of him", so that there is at present no fund of personal reminiscence about any other American man of letters that can compare in fullness, detail, and variety with that regarding Poe.
The story that has now been told, in which has been substantially incorporated whatever knowledge of Poe was accessible, has shown, it is hoped, the folly of any summary view of his character. Where the fault lay those who are bold to take the scales of justice may determine; the simple fact is that Poe, being highly endowed, well-bred, and educated better than his fellows, had more than once fair opportunities, brilliant prospects, and groups of benevolent, considerate, and active friends, and repeatedly forfeited prosperity and even the homely honor of an honest name. He ate opiiim and drank liquor; whatever was tlio cause, these were instruments of his ruin, and before half his years were run they had clone their work with terrible thoroughness— he was a broken man. He died under circumstances of exceptional ugliness, misery, and pity, but not accidentally, for the end and the manner of it were clearly near and inevitable. He left a fame destined to long memory, and about it has grown up an idealized legend, the elements of , which are not far to seek; but in the first , lines of the literary history of a young nation, thesible of his loss, 4 ' <
